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The Hiltorie ef King Lear. 

poole. Let me hire him too, beer's my coxcombe. 

Lear. How now my prety knaue, how do t} thou ? 

Poole. Sirra, you were bed take my coxcombe, 

Kent. Why Foole? 

Poole. Why for taking on’s part, that’s out of fauour;nay and 
thou can’ll: not frnile as the wind fits, thou’t catch cold fhortl y ; 
there take my coxcombe \ why this fellow hath banifottwo 
on’s daughters, and done the third a bleflingagainft his will; if 
thou follow him, thou rauft needs weare my coxcombe; how 
now nuncle, would I had two coxcombes, and two daughters. 
Lear. Why my boy? 

poole. If I gaue them any lining, id’e keepe my coxcombs 
my felfe; ther’s mine, beg another of thy daughters. 

Lear. Take heedefirra, the whip. 

Poole. Truth is a dog that mull to kenell, hee mull bee whipt 
ft; when Ladie oth’e brach may (land by the fire and ftincke. / 
Lear. A peftilent gull to mee. 
poole, Sirra ile teach thee a fpeech. Lear. Doe, 

Poole. Marke it vncle; haue more then thou lhewefl, fpeake 
Idle then thouknoweft, lend lefle then thou owed; ride more 
./.then thou goeft, learne more then thou troweft, fet lefle then 
J thou thro weffi leaue thy drinke and thy whore , and keepe in a 
doore, and thou fhalt haue more, then two tens to a fcore. 
Lear . This is nothing foole, 

poole. Then like the breath of an vnfeed Lawyer, you gaue 
me nothing for’ej can you make no vfe ofnothing vnde ? 
Lear, Why no boy, nothing can be made out ofnothing. 
Foole. PreetheteU him fo much the rent of his land comes to, 
he will not beleeue a foole. 

Lear. Abitter foole. i , 

Foole. Doo’ft know the difference my boy,betweene a bitter 
foole, and a fweete foole. 

Lear. No lad, teach mee. , 

Poole. That Lord that counfail’d thee to giue away thy land) 
Come place him hcere by mee, doe thou for him fland, 

The fweet and bitter foole will prefently appearc, 

Theone in motley here, the otherfound outthere. 

Lear: Do’fl thou call mee foole boy ? 
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poole. All thy other Titles thou haft giuen away ,tlut thou 

W ^t). r Tlfo^'not altogether foole my Lord. 

Foole. No faith, Lords and great men will not let me; iff had 
amonopolie out, they would haue part an’tjand Ladies too they 
will not let me haue al 1 the foole to my felfe; they 1 be fnatching-, 
due me an egge Nuncle, and lie giue thee two crownc s. 

° Lear. What two crownes fhall they he? 

Feo/c. Why, after I haue cut the egge intt*e middle and eatc 
vp the meate, the two crownes of the egges when thou cloueft 
thy crowne ifh miHdle,and gaueft away both parts, thouboreft 
thy affe attache ore the dure; thou had’ft little wit m thy bald 
crowne, when thou gaueft thy golden one away; iff Ipeakelikc 
my felfe in this, let him be whipt that firft finds it fo. 

Fooles had nere leffcwlh^ 

For wife men are groyvne fo ppi fli , 

They know not hpwjheir wits cloe wears. 

Their manners are fo apifti. 

Liar. When were you wont to be fo full of fongs fir ra ? 

Tool*. I haue vs d it nuncle,euerfince thou mad’ ft thy daugh- 
ters thy mother; for when thou gaueft them the rod t and put ft 
do wne thine own breeches, then they for fudden io.y did w eep, 
andlforforrowfung, thatfucha King fliould play bo-peepe, 
and goe the fooles amongs prethc Nunckle keepe a fchoolctna* 
fter that can teach thy foole to lye, I would faine learneco iyc. 

Lear. And you lye, weele haue you whipt* 

Toole. I maruell what kin thou and thy daughters are, they! 
haue me whipt for fpeaking true, thou wilt haue mee whipt for 
lying,andfoinetimeI am whipt for holding my peace; I had 
rather be any kind of thing then a fbole.and yet I would not bee 
theeNuncle,thou haft pared thy witabothfides, &left nothing 
in the middlqhcre comes one of the parings. 

Enter GworilL 

Liar. How now daughter, what makes that Frontlet on, 

Me thinks you are too much alatei f h frowne. 

Foole. Thou waft a p re trie fellow when thou had ft no need 
to care for her frowne, now thou art an O without a figure;! am 
better then thou art now, I am a foole, thou art nothingjyes for. 
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